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	Into the Night

A/N: Hello! Uh… this is my first attempt at an HTTYD fic. I've really wanted to play with the idea of a darker Hiccup for a while now. I wanted to try writing something where I could make him colder, fiercer, (cooler? haha), but keep him more or less in character, which was very hard since such a big part of Hiccup's character is his desire to help people. The end result is this fic, which… is really wanting to become something longer and more detailed, but I am determined to keep it short this time! Already, my intended one-shot has become a two-part fic, so who knows, maybe one day I'll come back to flesh this out into the proper story that it should probably be. But for now, you'll have to settle with this.

Of note, this is dedicated to my dear friend Schnickledooger. We've been through many a fandom together, and may we suffer through many more feels together in the years to come.

* * *

><p>He stuck to the shadows, creeping through the village with ease. He had become quite skilled at sneaking around, avoiding attention, and maintaining this double life. And oddly enough, he felt more himself when he was alone with his Night Fury than he did surrounded by his peers.<p>

He'd always wanted attention. To be regarded as more than just the village screw-up. He had tried so hard for years to conform to the Viking ways, to help out during raids, to be someone his father could be proud of. But now that he finally had the attention and admiration of his peers, he felt nothing but a hollow dissatisfaction. He was living a lie. They had ignored him and belittled him for years, but now that he was fooling them all into thinking he was some sort of dragon master, he had their respect. More than that, he had his father's respect. It was all he'd ever wanted! Yet at the end of the day, he just wanted to get back to the cove and resume working with Toothless.

That dragon understood Hiccup better than any of the Vikings on Berk, with the exception of perhaps Gobber, but even the old blacksmith didn't really accept or appreciate Hiccup as he was, even if he understood him. Toothless, in a strange way, could connect with Hiccup. More than that, he accepted him as he was, a scrawny human being who was clever and scheming, ambitious in the pursuit of knowledge and new ideas, but with no real thirst for power or authority.

The more Hiccup learned about the dragons, the more distant he felt towards the Vikings. Hiccup had always wanted to be a part of them before, but now, knowing what he did, he only felt anger and bitterness towards them. They thought with violence; they thought with their fists and axes and hammers. It was clear from Gobber's reactions to his questions about the dragons, and his peers refusal to learn more about the creatures, that they thought very little about dragons unless it was thinking about how to kill them.

And there was Hiccup's problem. Vikings killed dragons. Hiccup knew with absolute certainty that he would never be able to kill a dragon. But the idea of persuading the entire village that killing dragons was wrong, was pretty much unthinkable. They'd accuse him of madness, and probably exile him. But he could no longer tolerate their ignorance and decided that he'd rather leave of his own accord than inevitably be cast out.

Which brought him back to the present, sneaking away from the village and the burden of his father's now proud and expectant gaze, into the comforting solitude of the forest. He had Toothless's saddle under one arm and a pack full of supplies in the other. He was leaving.

Toothless perked his head up from where he was curled up in a black mass of scales, and greeted him curiously as the human snuck into the cove. He'd never come that late before, so he murmured soft explanations and apologies for interrupting his dragon's sleep. "Sorry bud, I know it's late, but this is the only time I could sneak out all these supplies and not get questioned." Like always, Hiccup never knew just how much his dragon actually understood what he was saying, but he seemed to know what was happening since he nosed at the bulky pack Hiccup had brought.

Hiccup had done this so many times now, that even with only the light of the moon, he had Toothless ready to go in only a matter of minutes. They were soon soaring above the cove, above the trees, above the island of Berk, and Hiccup could feel all of the pressure and anger and loneliness fall away.

The sound of shouting caught his attention and he angled Toothless so that they were soon approaching the village. The cover of night meant they were unlikely to be seen.

The cause of the commotion was soon apparent. It was a raid. Dragons swooped down, their forms revealed in the glow of fire and torchlight. He'd never felt so disconnected as he watched his village face the attack from above. A Deadly Nadder swooped down to snatch a sheep, a Monstrous Nightmare set fire to a barn. Smoke rose from the village. The screams of the villagers and the battle cries of the warriors filled the air, drowned out by the occasional dragon roar. He felt a twinge of guilt for leaving. He almost changed his mind, almost told Toothless to take him back down so he could help his village. But then he watched as his own father brought an axe down on one of the heads of a Zippleback. Blood sprayed from the gaping neck wound and the other head cried a horrible sound at the loss of its twin.

Hiccup looked away. He and Toothless flew on, leaving the small Viking village behind them. For the first time in his life, Hiccup didn't care about what happened to Berk.

* * *

><p>As time passed, Hiccup and Toothless became so close, it was like they were one being. Despite being two entirely different species, they understood each other completely.<p>

They made their home on a small island farther south. It was far enough from the nearby communities that he felt confident no one would come looking for him there, but it was big enough to comfortably provide for him and Toothless, who mostly ate fish anyway. The hunting was sparse on their island, but Hiccup was resourceful and soon had a small garden and chicken coop. Anything he couldn't provide for himself, he stole or traded for.

Out of necessity, he had learned how to be stealthy, graceful even. No longer was he tripping over his own feet or losing control of his limbs. His training with Toothless and his lack of anxiety from trying to prove himself made him surprisingly adept at sneaking onto boats to take whatever he might need—clothing, weapons, grains.

He thought he'd get lonely, living by himself on an uninhabited island with only a dragon for company. But soon he found that his intelligent, affectionate partner filled that empty place inside of him better than his father ever had. His dragon actually listened to him, whereas his father and the other members of the Hooligan tribe had tolerated him at best.

And it wasn't like he had absolutely no contact with humans. Sometimes he snuck into markets, bustling with so many people that they paid little heed to the boy who was trying to trade some rabbit furs for a new hunting knife. If anyone had asked, he would have said he was a deckhand on a ship that had just came in. "Didn't you see it? We came in this morning, and the captain said we could have the afternoon off!"

It was on one such occasion that he overheard news of his own death. A big burly fellow, definitely Viking material, was chatting with a blacksmith as he examined the metalwork on display. "You haven't heard? A horrible tragedy. The heir to the Berk chiefdom was finally showing his worth. I hear he was the finest student to undergo dragon training in years. But he disappeared one night after a raid—word is that he probably got over-confident from his success in the arena, and bit off more than he could chew in a real raid. They never even found the body. A crying shame, it is."

Hiccup froze, bag clutched tight in his grip. He didn't immediately know what to think. What to feel. He knew they would notice he was gone. Had thought that they might search for him. But the fact that he was considered dead was… a relief. Convenient. In a way, he _was_ dead. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock was long gone. Now he could just be Hiccup.

Hiccup and Toothless.

* * *

><p>He was fifteen years old the first time he killed a man. He hadn't really meant to. He and Toothless had been stalking a pirate ship. He knew it would be risky, but the ship was loaded down with furs they had plundered from one of the trade ships, and winter was coming on. The small furs he skinned off the small game wasn't good enough anymore.<p>

That night, Toothless swooped down to land silently on the stern of the ship, his jet black coloring hiding him effectively in the darkness. Hiccup swung out of the saddle as quietly as he could, careful not to alert whoever was on night duty. He pressed up against the wall, crouching behind a bunch of barrels. One of the night watchmen passed by too close for comfort, but he managed to avoid detection as he slipped into the cargo hold. He quickly found what he was looking for—several thick furs that he could easily make into a cloak or thick jacket, in a beautiful jet black that would match Toothless's scales.

It was when he was trying to creep back out that he was spotted.

"Hey, you! How did you get in there?"

Hiccup spun around to come face to face with another of the night watchmen, who grabbed him by the collar before he could get away. He didn't think. Fear had him scrambling for the knife he had tucked in his belt, though he had never used it for anything other than hunting, cutting ropes, or carving wood before. The man's eyes widened at something over Hiccup's shoulder, then narrowed into a look of anger and cunning.

"Dragons!" he shouted, and in the next instant, his grip on Hiccup had loosened and he was slumped over with a gasp as the knife was plunged into his gut. Hiccup grunted as he twisted it in as far as he could, and then yanked it back. The man fell with a thud. For a moment, Hiccup stared down at the lifeless body at his feet, at the blood on his knife and hands. He had done this. He had committed a crime far worse than stealing. But he felt no remorse; only coldness.

He was brought back to the present with a nudge from Toothless. He could hear the sounds of men shouting, grumpy at being woken up in the middle of the night and excited at the prospect of a fight. He didn't have time to waste. He swung up gracefully onto the back of his dragon and in the next moment they were airborne.

* * *

><p>One of the few things Hiccup missed about Berk was the forge. It was the only place he'd been able to express himself, to push his imagination to the limits as he came up with all sorts of useful and not-so-useful devices. He had the tools and the means to design and create whatever came to mind.<p>

After his first winter on his own, he began making plans to build his own forge. With his dragon at his side, he was able to move all the large, heavy pieces and had an unlimited amount of fire power. He slowly accumulated tools that he would either steal or trade for. It was not as large or well-stocked as the forge on Berk, and without anyone to teach him, he had to learn a lot through trial and error. But he knew he needed tools and he knew he needed weapons. He wasn't naïve enough to think that he'd continue to be able to live among dragons without incident.

He started by creating daggers, practicing how to craft the handles and create blades sturdy enough to withstand great force, but small enough to be light and razor thin, trying to match the quality of what he'd been able to make when he was Gobber's apprentice, and then surpassing it. He even carved a small "H" into the handles as a signature, a mark of pride, and was able to sell a few of his fancier blades when he snuck into the markets on distant neighboring islands.

But his first sword, his masterpiece, took months of trial and error as he experimented with different lengths and sizes, trying to find a balanced weight that was just perfect for him. Finally, it was done, a magnificent sword, smaller than what most Vikings would use, but perfect for Hiccup's slighter form, and quick as a flash. It was a sword that would serve him well.

It was a sword that would taste the blood of many men.

* * *

><p>The next time Hiccup killed, he was angry and it was no accident. While he and Toothless mostly kept to themselves, they had become friendly with several dragons in the area; there was a nest of Nadders a bit further south, a pack of Speed Stingers that seemed to come by several times a year, perhaps following some hunting route. An old Snaggletooth liked to drop by every now and again and seemed quite fond of Toothless, much to the Night Fury's dismay. Sometimes, if the local dragons got injured or sick, they came to Hiccup for help. He tried not to involve himself too much with the wild dragons, but he couldn't deny them when they were in need, and he liked observing them and learning about their different characteristics. They coexisted peacefully, but mostly let them be and they came to think of Hiccup almost as if he was just another dragon.<p>

But when a group of dragon trappers came to their territory and began to hunt the dragons, Hiccup couldn't allow them to get away with it. A dark fury ignited within him.

They came like a storm in the night, Toothless blasting their ship to pieces like lightning incarnate, Hiccup astride him and slashing out at the trappers as though he were a vengeful God. He leapt from his steed with a battle cry, plunging his sword into the bodies of men twice his size, caught up in such a rage and frenzy that he would not have noticed if his opponent was Thor, himself. Toothless, fangs fully bared, tore into the flesh of his victims, blasting blue plasma into the hull of the ship and destroying the mast so that it fell with a crash into the murky waves. Together, they released the captured dragons and destroyed what remained of the vessel.

They left no survivors.

* * *

><p>He breathed in the frigid morning air. It burned his lungs and, despite his mask, he could barely feel his face, but to Hiccup, there was nothing better. The sun rose over the horizon with not a cloud in sight, and the rest of the world was far below them, the view stretching out for miles. He could feel the sheer strength of his dragon as Toothless flapped his wings and took them ever higher. It was at times like this that it felt as if there was no one else in the world but the two of them.<p>

Toothless evened out, catching a good wind that let them glide effortlessly. The dragon grunted and shot him a questioning glance.

Hiccup nodded. "This is good, bud. We'll maintain this height."

They didn't often make long journeys during the day, since traveling by night kept them well hidden. Flying near populated areas during the daytime often meant flying to such heights that they couldn't be seen, so high that the air turned freezing and hard to breathe. They had been very careful not to be seen over the years. Toothless always landed far from the communities he went to trade in, and their increasingly frequent attacks never left any survivors.

But they had a long way to go, and not enough time to waste daylight hours. Which only reminded him of the serious circumstances of their outing, a problem that weighed heavily on his mind, despite the beauty of the morning: Hiccup had overheard a group of traders discussing how several of the Viking clans were planning to unite in an attempt at the most ambitious raid in known Viking history—to find the dragon nest.

Hiccup knew about the nest. How could he not? It was the largest hive of dragons serving the most gluttonous queen in the archipelago. He felt bad for the few dragons that she ended up devouring, but knew that the majority were guaranteed protection in her mountain dwelling. It was simply how nature worked, and there was certainly nothing he could do against a creature of her size and power, except to maintain a healthy distance.

His father had sought the nest years ago, with no luck. But if rumors were true and the tribes were getting as desperate as the gossip said… and if those stupid Vikings attacked her island, with their weapons and their pig-headedness… She would rampage for sure. Dragon and Viking alike would face her wrath, likely upsetting the balance of the entire archipelago, and Hiccup couldn't have that. Which was why he now was headed back north. To confirm whether the rumors of the raid were true, and—

He took a shaky breath.

Beneath him, he felt rather than heard his dragon's worried croon, due to the rushing wind in his ears. He put a hand on Toothless's head. "Don't worry, bud. I'll be fine, just a bit anxious."

He hadn't seen the Hooligans in over five years. He didn't even know what he would do to prevent the raid, but he was loathe to expose his identity. To be reminded of what a disappointment he was—and probably still would be, if they knew he was alive and siding with the dragons. He wouldn't just be a disappointment, he'd be a traitor, an enemy.

Sabotage seemed like a good option. He could destroy their ships before they even set sail, blast them to pieces in the night, while they slept. Or set fire to their grain stores, perhaps. They'd have no time to plan a huge battle when they would have to find a new way to simply survive the winter. He knew it was cruel, leaving hundreds of people to starve and die.

But he'd given up on his humanity years ago.

* * *

><p>AN: Ugh, see? Wouldn't this make a great intro to a long, multi-chap dark!Hiccup fic? (Muttering to myself: Don't do it. Don't do the thing.) In any case, I can see myself doing lots of editing and re-editing for this in the future. Along that train of thought, I very much appreciate constructive criticism, if anyone has any suggestions for improving this story!

This was really a bit of a background chapter, leading up to the real meat of the story, which will be in part two. Look forward to it!


End file.
